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TheT ragedic of Hamlet 

Such a report of fingularitie. 

Will bring him on, although againfl: hisyvifl. 

And left that all (hould miffe, 
lie hauc a potion that Hr all ready (land. 

In all his hcate when chat he calies for drinke, 

Shall be his period and our happinefle. 

Lear. Tis excellent, O would the time were come! 
Here comes the Qnecne. enter the Queene. 

king How now Get trcd,why looke you heauily? 
gue ene O my Lord, the yong Ofe/ia 
Hiuiing made a garland offundi v fortes of floures, 

Sitting vpon a willow by a brooke. 

The enuiousfprig broke, into the brooke (lie fell, 

And for a while her clothes fpread wide abroade, 

Bore the yong Lady vp: and there (he fate finding, 

Euen Mermaide- like, twixt heauen and earth, 

Chaunting olde fundry tunes vncapable 
As it were of her diftreffe, but long it could not be. 

Till that her clothes, being heauy with their drinke, 
Dragg’d fwcctc wretch to death. 

Lear. So, (he is drowndc: 

Too much of water haft thou Ofe/ia, 

Therefore I will not drownc thee in my teares, 

Reuenge it is muft yeeld this heart rclecfe, 

For woe begets woc,and griefe hangs on griefc. 

enter Clorvne and an other. 

Clorvne I fay no, (he ought not to be buried 
In chriftian buriall. 

2. Why fir? 

Clorvne Mary bccaufe fhcc’s drownd. 

2, But (he did not dro wne her fclfe. 

Clorvne No, that’s certa'me, the water drown d her. 

2. Yea but it was againfl her will. 

Clorvne No, I deny that, for looke you fir, I ftand here, 
Ifthe water come to me, I drownc not my Lire: 

But if I goc to the water, and am there drown d, 


exeunt, 


Trineeof Denmark, 
ft no I am guiltie of my owne death: 

Y’arc gone, goey’are gone fir. 

2. I but fee, die hath chriftian buriall, 

Becaufe (he is a great woman. 

Clorvne Maty more’s the pitty, that great folke 
Should baue more authorise to hang or drownc 
Themfelues, more than other people: 

Goc fetch me a ftope of drinke, but before thou 
Goeft, tell me one thing, who buildes ftrongeft, 

Ofa Mafon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter? 

2, Why a Mafon, for he buildes all of ftone, 

And will indure long. 

Clorvne That’s prety, too’t agen, too’t agen. 

2 , Why then a Carpenter, for he buildes the gallowcs. 
And that brings many a one to his long home. 

Clorvne Prety agen, the gallowes doth well,mary howe 
dooesitwell 5 the gallowcs dooes well to them that doe ill, 
goe get thee gone: 

And if any one askc thee hereafter, fay, 

AGraue-maker,for thehoufes he buildes 

Baft till Doomcf-day. Fetch me a ftope of bcerc,goe. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

(fhrvne A picke-axe and a fpadc, 

A fpndefor and a winding (heete, 

Moft fit it is, for t will be made, hethrorres vp afhouct. 

For fuch a gheft moft meete. 

Ham. Hath this fellow any feeling of himfelfe. 

That is thus merry in making of a graue? 

See how the flaue joles their heads againfl the earth. 

Hor. My lord, Cuftome hath made it in him feeme no- 
Clorvne A pick-axe and a fpade.a fpadc, (thing. 

For and a winding fheete, 

Moft fit it is for to be made, 

For fuch a gheft moft meet. v 
Ham. Looke you, there’s another Horatio. 
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